SAINT     ANDREW

said. Meanwhile Dr. Grenfell had succeeded, after
herculean labors, in raising the needed funds.
Letters of gratitude that came in by the scores were *
carefully winnowed out by James Bertram, Carnegie's
general secretary, and Robert A. Franks, his financial
secretary, and placed beside Carnegie's breakfast plate.
They were the beads in the rosary of Fortunatus. "Isn't
this touching?" Andy would exclaim, between hearty
bites of hot rolls and eggs, and then he would read
aloud passages that most appealed.
"It is, indeed, more blessed to give than to receive,"
Carnegie writes in his autobiography. "Some venture to i
tell me they remember me every night in their prayers *
and ask for me every blessing. Tray, don't,91 say. 'Don't
ask anything more for me. Fve got far beyond my just
share already. Any fair committee sitting upon my case
would take away more than half the blessings already
bestowed'."
Carnegie's office now was a sunny, cosy room over-
looking the garden in his new mansion, occupying the
block on Fifth Avenue from Ninetieth to Ninety-first
street. When Carnegie selected this "farthest north"
site in 1904, his agents had to dispossess goats and dwell-
ers of dilapidated shanties. That part of Fifth Avenue
looked for all the world like Slabtown, Allegheny City.
In the afternoons the master of the mansion walked
twice about the nearby reservoir in Central Park, re-
turning for formal conferences in the stately library
flanking the house along the Fifth Avenue side. Over
the great fireplace was Carnegie's favorite motto: THE
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